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SIR FOSHUA REYNOLDS; 


Se. Ee. 


f Too wiſe for conteſt, and too meek for ſtrife, 


Like Lear, oppreſſed by thoſe you raiſed to life, 
Thy ſceptre broken, thy dominion o'er, 
The curtain falls, and thou'rt a king no more. 


Truth, and the weeping Muſe with me ſhall wait; 


Science ſhall teach Britannia's ſelf to moan, 
And make, O injured Friend! thy wrongs her on 


Shall we forget when, with inceſſant toil, 
To thee twas given to turn this ſtubborn ſoil; 
To thee with flowers to deck our dreary waſte, 
And kl the poiſonous weeds of vicious taſte; 
To pierce the gloom where England's genius ſlept, 
Long of ſoft love and tenderneſs bereft ;. 


L 


(2) 
From his young limbs to tear the bands away, 
And bid the infant giant run and play ? 


Dark was the hour, the age an age of ſtone, 
When Hudſon claimed an empire of his own; 
And from the time when, darting rival light, 
Vandyke and Rubens cheered our northern night, 
Thoſe twin ſtars ſet, the graces all had fled, 

Yet pauſed to hover o'er a Lely's head; 

And ſometimes bent, when won with earneſt prayer, 

To make the gentle Kneller all their care: 

But ne'er with ſmiles to gaudy Verrio turned; 

No happy incenſe on his altars burned. 

O witneſs, Windſor, thy too paſſive walls, 

Thuy tortured cielings, thy inſulted halls! 

Lo! England's glory, Edward's conquering ſon, 

Cover'd with ſpoils from Poitiers bravely won; 
.Yet no white plumes, no arms of ſable hue, 

Mark the young hero to our raviſhed view; 

In buſkin trim, and laurelled helmet bright, 

A well-drefled Roman meets our puzzled ſight: 

And Gallia's captive king, how ſtrange his doom, 

A Roman too perceives himſelf become ! 


See too the miracles of God profaned, 
By the mad daubings of this impious hand, 
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(3) 

For while the dumb exult in notes of praiſe, 
Wulle the lame walk, the blind in tranſport. gaze, 

Þ While vanquiſheddemons Heaven's i gh mandates hear, 
And the pale dead fpring from the filent bier; 

With laced cravat, long wig, and careleſs mien, 

The painter 's preſent at the wondrous ſcene ! 


Vanloo and Dahl, theſe may more juſtly claim 
A ſtep ftill higher on the throne of fame; 

Yet to the weſt their courſe they ſeem to run, 
The laſt red ſtreaks of a declining ſun. 


And muſt we Jervas name? ſo hard and cold, 
In ermine, robes, and peruke only bold ; 

Or when inſpired, his rapturous pencil own 
The rolled-up ſtocking, and the damaſk gown, 
Behold a taſteleſs age in wonder ſtand, 

And hail him the Apelles of the land ! 

And Denner too; but yet fo void of eaſe, 


His figures tell you they're forbid to pleaſe; 5 


Nor in proportion, nor expreſſion nice, 

The ſtrong reſemblance is itſelf a vice: 

As wax-work figures always ſhock the ſight, 

Too near to human fleſh and ſhape, affright, 
And when they beſt are form'd afford the leaſt delight, 


(4) 
Turn we from ſuch to thee, whoſe nobler art 
h Rivets the eye, and penetrates the heart; 
- To thee whom nature, in thy earlieſt youth, 
Fed with the honey of eternal truth: 
Then, by her fondling art, in happy hour, 
Enticed to learning's more ſequeſt'red. bower.. 
There all thy life of honours firſt was planned, 
While nature preached, and ſcience held thy hand. 
When, but for theſe, condemned perchance to trace WM. 
The tireſome vacuum of each ſenſeleſs face, 1 
Thou in thy living tints had ne'er combined i 
All grace of form, and energy of mind. F 
How, but for theſe, ſhould we have trembling fd + 


The guilty toſſings of a Beaufort's bed; KL 
Or let the fountain of our ſorrows flow. = £- 
At fight of famiſhed Ugolino's woe? =. 


Bent on revenge, ſhould we have penſive ſtood: n 
Ober the pale cherubs of the fatal wood, | 

Caught the laſt perfume of their roſy breath, 1 
And viewed them ſmiling at the firoke of death? ©? 
Should we have queſtioned, ſtung with rage and pain, 

The ſpectre line with the diſtracted Thane? | 
Qr with Alcmena's natural terror wild, 
From the envenomed ſerpent torn her child? 


(5) 

And muſt no more thy pure and claſſic page 
Unfold its treaſures to the riſing age? 
Nor from thy own Athenian temple pour 
On liſtening youth of art the copious ſtore ; 
Hold up to labour independent eaſe, 
And teach ambition all the ways to pleaſe ; 
With ready hand neglected Genius ſave, 
Sickening, o'erlook'd in Miſery's hidden cave; 
And, nobly juſt, decide the active mind 
Neither to ſoil, nor climate is confined ? 


Deſert not then thy ſons, thoſe ſons who ſoon 
Will mourn with me, and all their error own. 
Thou muſt excuſe that raging .fire, the ſame 
Which lights their daily courſe to endleſs fame; 
Alas ! impels them thoughtleſs far to ſtray 
From filial love, and Reaſon's ſober way. 
Accept again thy power, reſume the chair, 
Nor leave it, till you place an Equal there.” 


